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myself. I say " people," not "-boys." I don't
know what delight boys take in cricket, or.boat-
ing, or throwing stones at birds, or learning to
shoot them. But of average people in continu-
ity of occupation, shopmen, clerks, Stock Ex-
change people, club and Pall Mall people, cer-
tainly there was no reckoning the quantity of
happiness I had in comparison, followed indeed
by times of reaction, or of puzzled satiety; and
partly avenged by extremes of vexation at what
vexed nobody else; but indisputably and infin-
itely precious in itself, every day complete at the
end, as with Sydney Smith's salad: " Fate cannot
harm me; I have dined, to-day."

The two chapters closing the first, and begin-
ning the second volume of the " Stones of Ven-
ice " were written, I see on re-reading, in the
melancholy experience of 1852, with honest ef-
fort to tell every traveller what was really to be
seen. They do not attempt to recall my own,
joys of 1835 aft(l'.i84i> when there was not even,
beginning of railway bridge; when everything^
muddy Brenta, vulgar villa, dusty causeway, sandy
beach, was equally rich in rapture, on the morn-
ing that brought us in sight of Venice: and the
black knot of gondolas in the canal of Mestre^
more beautiful to me than a sunrise full of clouds
all scarlet and gold.

But again, how to tell of it ? or even explain it
I could not help wondering at this.    How little
